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Poet's Corner |

TO MOM His cheerfulness and courage thil
We are sad within our mmmn-y,l never know deleal
Lonely are our heorts today, He loved the putdoors even as a
For the one we loved so dearly; hoy,
Has forever been called away. Anything that flew or swam

Was his to enjoy. -

Wi think of him in silence— When oply seven, he hod  the|
NO eye may see us weep, | fishing lust, |
But many silent tears are shed He fished, not with worms,
When others are asleep, |But with ald bread erusts.

With all my love,
shorl Pridemore, Tis ficst wild goose with it's head

212 Gogo Rond.,|  over
Klamath Falls, Ore. His shoulder and feet deagging on
_ | the ground, [
LOVE LETTERS FROM HEAVEN|A more likely hunter couldn’t be|
TO MOM ! found,
Fronk's been gone three weeks, | His face beaming with i,
Mom, He was a sight (o see

Though it doesn't seem quite true (115 times like these ot stay |

And yol—1 kriow=he s ever noarlln o mothic's memary.

e you, |
He Toved the Jokes and streams

1 belleve he writes you letters, | For Lhe fish they grow, |
Even (hough you are apart,  [And God's big blue sky
And T feel thal our "Greal Post:|Where the wild gecse flew. 1

maon'" \Then, ot the time of the year
Sunds  them  straight  into your He loved the best,

hwenrt. When mid-autumn Came

"I'u our big Golden West .
Each letter, thus, o memaory,
Perhaps a thousand fold

of tender years together, One pight in late antumn
And o heart of purest gold Now Erank bs sleoping b vhe

The Lord come to toke him |
SN0,
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And 50, While s puesmtiEEE vr Nows

A +
?u'ﬂ..ﬁtﬁ'ﬁu:&- pwry MEVen | In her fast Heeing years, the ane
Ave o eln way te you, thing
Witk ol my Tove Ml mother. knows is

Shorl Peidemore, That sh'd gladly gave her lile
212 Goge Ropd, I onlv God had sparad his:

Klamath Falls, Ore “Mather™ |
Murjorie E. Jones,
GNLY HIS MOTHER KNOWS 2505 Bly St
(To Our Son Frank) | Klamuth Fulls, Ore s A i 3
1t matters mot to her that bhe wos| - - '
A husband ond father all in one, | % AR - : Mo ik A
She loved hilm ‘cause be was still FIRANAS | ; St g 2 qﬁg
Her son, |\\';- are an Ain Foree family | - o - -2 =5 i - .
Families grow and deift apart,  (We travel near snd for CORN ON THE COB is one of ! i i g
i | etm t H T

And things lke this broeok g And now we Jive in  Klamath . any strange dishes that suits Scrooge fine, as. his

mothet's hiarl | Falls expression here -shows plainly. He belongs to Mrs. Gene Stokley, 423 North Tenth
Yeors poss swiftly, ond roll on|Where all our New Friends dre! . 4 . . '

and on, | Street, Though cloaked with a beautiful, but undiztinguished brindic pattern, Scrooae
Amd in ane briel moment son| Now, Ol Friends ore for cher- has a touch of Siam in hi P

Wiis gore N1 hing st cuch of Siamese in him, says Mrs. Stokley. She, her husband—a johns-Manville

[Aceoss  the mony miles, Company employe, and their children, Rebecca, 18, and David, 14, came here frem

Only she knows the tears thut are{While New  Friends cheor  ourl Fort Worth 2% years age following a series of vacation U L4k '
e fo a ips throug e west,

shed, daily life
Md«l:::d‘hmrl} veors o come! With welcome, warming smiles —Phote by Don Kettler,
She works and proys in untrained [How glad the heart where Friend.
grlef, | ship
'Couse  work, however  clomsy, (15 an betive, Hyving thing!
birings rellel, Ok, Fricodship ghves to Air Forve
I st just doath mokes o body|  folk | \

el A huppy song lo sing! |
105 not to have done what _\nn‘

whin you had Lev's sing 8 song (0 Friend

She hag known himn shies hivgh,!  ship
And knows anly too well whae he To Good Friemds Old and;
was worth | New 3 | v
| L sSing o Mong !
Memories of bappy years, a| Falls
wonderful and sweed, Where “Welcome  Bells!" v
s _ . | trup!
W'. | Mary Adams Phillips
mave l‘“'“l | o
sove 39 ° W | i
RENT a ne % OREGON'S MOUNTAINS
ruc Al these sxiio S|
< R‘VE t | theze majestic mountans! |
\ UtD 0"\::‘:“: N (Al ol thie beauty to see!
Lo o8 How can T let o peity thought

|l'-rm\ lorge, to wouble me . . .7
Oh, Iel me not be troubled
O ever sore afroid
Haet me mateh my thonghts to
the mountakiie
To this Beouty that God has
mivde! .
Mary Adams Phillips

Irrigation Time Ahead! |
See the Experts!

JIM KERNS
and
TED CASE

On Sprinkler Irrigation Needs. Ask
About SAVINGS to be Mode on

Early Orders This Year! ) : ' 5
CALL | o

J w KERN | e T e AT WORLD, Seroage, handseme alley - 1ype ot of
= 4 Mrs. Gene Stokley. 423 North Tenth Street, dives into o P

734 Souﬂl 6th TU 4.4197 —corn on the cob. He eats oh'.ihh:g palatable

of his favorite delicacies

including saverkraut, says Mrs, Stok-

loy, and even plays with the family dag

Penney,” a chow. —Pheto by Don Ketiler.
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